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maybe someday... 


Author's Notes: 
Completed one of my April goals in a whole hour! This is a bit of a prelude to my next Purple fic.. 


| have only dreamt of Ritchie Blackmore twice. 


The first time, | was drunk out of my head, back in ‘12 after we had been drinking and talking all right in my 
hotel room. He left at around four in the morning, just before | turned off to sleep with my brain stil 
swimming in a cesspool of scotch. It was more of a hallucination than a dream. You know, when you're drunk 
and you go to bed and imagine that you're still doing what you had been doing while awake, with the people 
that were with you. | dreamt that he had spent the night with me. | tossed and turned through the majority 
of my slumber, and in my stupor | thought that he was in bed with me. | tried to wrap my arm around him, 
and | seemed to have succeeded. When | woke up in the morning the first thing | saw was a black shirt on the 
floor. | was sure it was his, and for a second | knew that if | turned around he would be there, sleeping beside 


me in my bed. Of course, he was nowhere in sight. | didn't even see him for the rest of the day. 


In fact, | didn't see him much at all after that. A few months later we were in the studio, and | had just 


recorded the vocals for Smooth Dancer. He came up to me and all he said was, "that's shit" | didn't even have 
time to ask him what the hell his problem was, because he just walked away. That was the last straw. | had 
had enough. Everything he had ever said and done to me came flooding back after those two words, and | 


realized that | hated him. 


He didn't try to stop me when | was leaving-hell, he wasn't even at my farewell shindig-and | knew that | would 
never see him again | didn't want to, either. Four years of his egotistical, condescending bullshit had proved 
more than enough for a simple man like me. He would never be satisfied with anything | did, and as much as | 
missed the way | used to feel around him, | just wouldn't be able to take another second of his presence. | 
swore that if | ever did happen to run into him | would beat his head in. But the rage subsided shortly, and | 
was left only with feelings of hurt and betrayal. And god, it was painful. All| wished was for things to go back 
to the way they were meant to be, like in the first two years of Purple; like when he used to sit next to me 
on the tourbus and flick peas at everyone we drove past. 


But that feeling left me also, and | had all but forgotten Ritchie Blackmore. | simply stopped caring. | didn't want 
to see him again. Jon would sometimes tell me that he talked about me, but | didn't let the thought stay in my 
head. | knew Ritchie would never change; he would never stop changing. He couldn't keep a feeling. | had seen it. 
He had told me | was the best singer he had ever worked with, and then he told me | was useless. | used to 
hear him say that Coverdale was pathetic, then he hired him right after | left and sang his praises. Same with 
Turner. Dio was the only one he liked, but Dio never took any crap from anyone. | used to, however, and | 


decided it was time to stop feeding his already obese ego. | wished | never had to see him again 


The second time | dreamt of him was ten years after the end of Mark Il. | was walking through the streets of 
London, in my dream, and my head was hanging low. | only saw feet and legs as | passed, but | knew the sky 
was grey and the air had an apocalyptic quality. | bumped into someone as | was walking, and | knew who it was 
as soon as | saw his shoes. He was dressed in black suede, unsurprisingly, but when | looked up he was clad all 
in grayish-white. He smiled at me, and it was the warmest expression | had ever seen on the face of Ritchie- 
dream or reality. He spoke to me, but | couldn't understand what he had said. Then he walked away, still smiling 
genuinely. As | watched him go, | realized that | was surrounded by people | had known throughout my life. 
They were all dying, and Ritchie was standing a few paces away from me, totally nonchalant. He was watching 
me, and suddenly | didn't care that Roger-who had been like a brother to me-had the plague and was dying on 
the side of the road. Zoe was there too, calling me, but | ignored her and stared back at Ritchie. Then | found 
myself in one of my old bedrooms, high above London, in which me and Ritchie once created music together. | 
was writing something. As | looked down at the paper, | remembered what he had said to me earlier. Write me 
a letter, he had told me, through that comforting smile. And | had done it. Maybe Hl see you again.. sometime.. 


was all | wrote. | walked to the window, and let the wind carry it. Then | followed, and | was weightless. 


When | woke up, all the weight that seemed to have been lifted was right back where it belonged - perched on 
top of my heart, like a giant gargoyle on an old building. 


| had written lyrics in my dreams before, and | had never remembered them. | had never remembered a single 
word | had read in my dreams. But this... | remembered the curve of each and every letter. | remembered the 


smile he had shown me for the first time, so uncharacteristic, and yet it seemed that it had always been 


there, buried behind his lying tongue. | almost thought | had seen it before. 


| lived through almost ten years thinking that those feelings would never return. Turned out they had never 


left. 


For the entire day | didn't know what to do with myself, so finally | got out of bed and went outside to check 


the mail. | had no particular reason for doing this, but | couldn't stop myself. 


There was one folded note in the mailbox. No envelope, no nothing. Suddenly | felt sick, and before | picked it up 


| subconsciously knew who it was from, but my mind refused to acknowledge it. It wasn't possible. 
Maybe its time, lan. 


RB 


